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This collection, One Johnny Reappear, is the result of a thirty-five-year conversation with a single poetic form:  the terzanelle.
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The journey began in the early 1990s with a single poem, “A Woman I Came to Admire...,” written for a night class after I browsed through Lewis Turco’s The New Book of Forms.  Following a near twenty-year hiatus (where life became too busy for writing poetry), a nostalgic “reboot” of an old Macintosh computer led me back to that original draft.  The recovery of that file sparked a decade of intense writing between 2010 and 2019, a period when I also experienced failing health and great stress.
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This collection contains seventy-five poems (most previously published), all of which received 2026 updates, tweaks, and (hopefully) improvements.  The collection is structured with mathematical intent into three equal sections of twenty-five poems each, mirroring the “one third” (terza) principle of the form itself:
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Faith:  these are my earliest “Small Fry Memories” of growing up in Waterville, Minnesota—memories of Bullhead Days, my family, sandbox skirmishes with plastic army men, and the “clandestiny” of neighborhood children.
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Action:  this section moves into the labor and identity of adulthood.  It explores my lifelong identity as a grocer and the various masks and personas we all wear in service to others.
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Reflection:  these final poems are meditations on my life and legacy, the technical discipline of formal verse, and being a “ghost in the machines” of Information Technology and the educational world.
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Each section contains 25 poems—arranged (more or less) chronologically—and each section and poem within carries something of itself to or from its closest neighbor.  Sometimes this something is supportive; other times it’s more oppositional.
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At the end of this collection is an essay about terzanelles and my experience with how to craft them.  Additionally, I have included thoughts about this collection as well as some explanation and insights into who I am (and possibly why).  As the poems themselves contain many technical terms or obscure phrases—often used as metaphors for human experience—I have included a Glossary, which I hope proves useful.
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Separate from this collection—free for everyone to experience—I have placed musical versions of all 75 poems on my Web site, accessed at the following link:
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https://beajoh.bohunk.com/songs.html
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Feel free to listen and share this link with others.  I have added captioning to the .mp4 movie files so that the listener can read along with the sung verses.
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—John J. Beach, June 2026.
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Faith
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Small Fry Memory
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Mother, Dad, the police, and all who hear

“Johnny Beach is lost,” fish through Bullhead Days.

One Johnny makes one Johnny reappear
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north of the 1st Street bridge and quite a ways

wandering off for a three-year-old me.

Johnny Beach is lost.  Fish through Bullhead Days—
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through shoals schooling homogeneously,

aggregation celebrating that spring’s

wandering off—for a three-year-old me,
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bobbering along, freed from mooring strings.

I cross the waters, the Cannon River

aggregation celebrating that spring’s
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swallowed up by a Sakatah summer,

feel his “Yowzah,” the “Jeepers,” elation.

I cross the waters, the Cannon River,
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am found by O’Leary’s Service Station.

Mother, Dad, the police, and all who hear,

feel his “Yowzah,” the “Jeepers,” elation:

one Johnny makes one Johnny reappear.

Kindergarten’s Casualties Camouflaged
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Folger’s serves here as a war orphanage,

a 3 lb. can of crayons:  dropped, broken,

stripped of ID tags.  I can’t truly gauge
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their shades or hues.  My colors were stolen,

and Mrs. Pribyl blames me then rattles

a 3 lb. can of crayons:  dropped, broken,
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unknown soldiers—remnants of old battles.

I fight now, armed with wounded body parts,

and Mrs. Pribyl blames me then rattles

––––––––
[image: ]


off visible-light standards, rainbow charts.

My green frequencies and red overlap.

I fight now armed with wounded body parts:
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protanopian eyes, a left-ear gap.

Wax pastels appear two-dimensional:

my green frequencies and red overlap
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because in my head nerve cones aren’t normal.

Folger’s serves here as a war orphanage.

Wax pastels appear two dimensional

stripped of ID tags.  I can’t truly gauge.

Snow-Day Ludens
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Lisa and I live to the east and west,

each three-blocks walking to the school entrance.

Outside, a blizzard holds back all the rest
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of kindergarten.  And we’re here by chance,

unaware that class is cancelled today,

each three-blocks walking to the school entrance—
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as if it’s nothing, and we children play:

King and Queen of the communal toy box.

Unaware that class is cancelled today,
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we rule the fire engine, the building blocks,

the armies of the world, and peasant dolls.

King and Queen of the communal toy box,
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aristocrats within these vacant walls,

we rear up horses and men, forbidding

the armies of the world.  And peasant dolls—
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our ladies in waiting—do our bidding.

Lisa and I live.  To the east and west,

we rear up horses and men.  Forbidding

outside, a blizzard holds back all the rest.

Du jour
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Pretty certain her name was spelled “Roxanne.”

Most everything else must be concoction,

macerated thoughts minced from a young man
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simmered into bone broth.  My depiction,

the taste on the tongue, has become the cook.

Most everything else must be concoction:
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spices, flavoring, whatever I took

from her, whatever I thought I wanted.

The taste on the tongue has become the cook,
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a refined purée has superseded

the ingredients that are now missing

from her. Whatever I thought I wanted
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then, redacts now in the reminiscing.

And, in First Grade, I loved her. But these are

the ingredients that are now missing
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from my soup.  Memory is a slop jar.

Pretty, certain, her name was spelled “Roxanne.”

And, in First Grade, I loved her. But these are

macerated thoughts minced from a young man.

The Common Street League
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Holding a bat, too large, forever young

on Sundays in the backyard softball field,

an eight-block-wide neighborhood of kids swung
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at Grocery Man’s fat lobs, our eyes peeled

(always ready).  A plumber, kneeling, caught

on Sundays in the backyard softball field,
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or a railroad man wore the catcher’s mitt.

These fathers were the batteries we’d face—

always ready.  A plumber, kneeling, caught
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us cold, if we’d lead too far off 1st base.

We kids wired together along train tracks.

These fathers were the batteries we’d face:
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should-have-been tired men (needing to relax).

Aged in single and low-double digits,

we kids wired together along train tracks
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dancing small-ball jazz.  Each of us fidgets,

holding a bat too large.  Forever young,

aged in single and low-double digits,

an eight-block-wide neighborhood of kids swung.

Wheelie
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A tricycle wheel or a Croquet ball

flung streaming down the sidewalk.  Toward the goal,

defenders—geared with garbage—formed a wall.
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Up first, the youngest chucked a Cool Whip bowl:

some crap with little chance to stop missiles

flung streaming down the sidewalk toward the goal.
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The middle kids advanced with melee skills,

whipped gunny sacks or Hot Wheel track arrows.

Some crap with little chance to stop missiles—

––––––––
[image: ]


might wobble them with a hit on-the-nose

veer balls out-of-bounds.  Boulevard soldiers

whipped gunny sacks or Hot Wheel track arrows.
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Goalies swung broken rakes or drainpipe spears,

garage-found armaments to stop wheels cold,

veer balls out-of-bounds.  Boulevard soldiers
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straddled cement and battled what we rolled:

a tricycle wheel or a Croquet ball,

garage-found armaments.  To stop wheels cold,

defenders, geared with garbage, formed a wall.

Sandbox Skirmishes

––––––––
[image: ]


We never thought of torture—when torchin’

the slender legs, green feet, long flat bases

of old army men.  It was misfortune;
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they were grunts one easily replaces.

They would let loose vee-yipp sounds as they died.

The slender legs, green feet—long flat bases
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melted; stringy drips transuded—and cried.

You had to hang them.  At a certain height,

they would let loose vee-yipp sounds as they died.
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We’d weaponize their fiery limbs, green-light

soldiers into napalm, airborne corpses.

You had to hang them at a certain height
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then shake burning globs on insect forces

(anthill colonies).  We knew the duty:

soldiers into napalm, airborne corpses,
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lawn mower gasoline, trench-fire beauty.

We never thought of torture when torchin’

anthill colonies.  We knew the duty

of old army men.  It was misfortune!

The Bluff
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The Common Street kids call it “Mount Rieke,”

a rough and blunt wedge of wooded moraine

slouching north and down from Highway 60,
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sided with homes and driveways.  The terrain

vines together the three blocks in between,

a rough and blunt wedge of wooded moraine,
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green shrub thick-enough to gather, unseen,

a clandestiny that openly brags,

vines together.  The three blocks in between
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shroud boarded forts, caches of Girly mags,

wide-mouth beer bottles and cigarette butts,

a clandestiny that openly brags
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of hair on its balls and cast-iron guts.

We live in its gums and grind down the roots.

Wide-mouth beer bottles and cigarette butts
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snicker defiance, bring in raw recruits.

The Common Street kids call it “Mount Rieke.”

We live in its gums and grind down the roots

slouching north and down from Highway 60.

Vacancy
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And now the northern face is stripped; sharded,

its doors disappeared.  Windows were cleared of

glassy panes.  The Old House lies discarded
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and yet draws children in to explore, love.

Abstracted from yesterday, I pass through

its doors.  Disappeared, windows were cleared of
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restraints.  There’s emptiness.  I step into

displacement, where once there was a chimney.

Abstracted from yesterday, I pass through
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and barely catch life before it can flee

like rotting timbers down a gaping hole:

displacement where once there was a chimney.
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I nearly fall three stories down below

strewn atop basement cement and splintered

like rotting timbers down a gaping hole.
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I imagine my husk, brittle, wintered,

and now the northern face is stripped, sharded,

strewn atop basement cement and splintered

glassy panes.  The Old House lies discarded.

Kathryn Louise
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Favorite Sister, you have taught me well

through example and word, and opened doors,

brought the comfort inside.  Where Monsters Dwell
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and Adventure Comics lined your drawers

beneath horses in the bedroom.  You led

through example and word, and opened doors
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to cigarette puffs, nicknamed my cat “Fred,”

taught me to drive the Valiant, shoot the breeze

beneath horses in the bedroom.  You led
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bicycle chases, killed me with Frisbees,

pitched, caught, stretched, and kept my eye on the ball,

taught me to drive.  The valiant shoot the breeze
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after winning; when losing, never crawl.

I have to love—often.  It’s been you who’s

pitched, caught, stretched, and kept my eye on the ball.
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Our little joke, I’ve never had to choose

(Favorite Sister).  You have taught me well

I have to love.  Often, it’s been you who’s

brought the comfort inside where monsters dwell.

Fist Full of Pennies

––––––––
[image: ]


Alcohol is a fistful of pennies

skull-cracking down upon me.  Destroyer,

vengeful, God, you extract life by degrees,
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complicate my circumstances.  Brother,

drunken assailer, I fear when you come

skull-cracking down.  Upon me, Destroyer,
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you’ve left resounding evidence, a drum

forever beating percussive thunder.

Drunken assailer, I fear when you come
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to ridicule my thoughts, tear asunder

the strongest foundations.  You quake the pulse,

forever beating percussive thunder
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until I’m numb.  But, you’re just an impulse,

an excuse, a sad anesthesia.

The strongest foundations, you quake.  The pulse
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erases the brain, selects amnesia.

Alcohol is a fistful of pennies,

an excuse, a sad anesthesia.

Vengeful God, you extract life by degrees.

Beyond Here Be...
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